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The mystery of the murder <.

fjt these days of stirring events tread
rSi they follow, it is almost impossil

est taken in the developments of 1SIf§] days' wonder. The mystery of th
® was a theme for conversation an

Kj gar Allen Foe's romance of Marit
j| case famous, although it has to a i

a crime a classic. She was a girjgt marvellous beauty with which th
her, she did not, as I recollect her,fa girl, vivacious within the bounds o

ig| meet for an interchange of the co!§. interval of a transaction in cigjfj as I drcpped into Anderson's p

j|j Thomasi street, to make a daily pja sand's of others who passed or ent

jgj self-respecting girl, who was earn

employment in public places wet
p| such employment was not a rarity.
jgj the North River, bearing marks o

pj there was a storm of indignation
jgj vestigation proved the good charac
H reached a'frenzy when the eviden
pj struggle she had made in defence o

@ suspects galore, but there was n

lj$ were released. In the state of tiMj

pi innocence of the accused men wa

HJ For years the Sibyl's Cave over o
iS on the Palisades where the deed o

i§j bid excursionists. The best detec
H efforts to unravel this terrible my
|! and the hunters, amateur and pro

Lilce thousands of others I li
|l| would be lifted, but long ere this t
13 those who had a. anilUi r.

)& time has put the seal of silence o

Hj died under circumstances that c
& vengeance upon her slayer..Fromi American Geographical Associatio
H Association, a leading member of t
P| his long judicial career at the ti
ra Daly.

A FEW days ago an old white-hairec
man died at No. 117 West Thirteentl
street. He was the last survivor o:

as famous a murder mystery as ever puz
zled the police of New York City.
His name was Frederick A. Ridabock

and fifty-six years ago he was a witness
in the caso of the murder of Mary Rogers
"the pretty cigar girl," the "Marie Roget.'
of Edgar Allan Poe's marvellous romance

And to this day the murder of Mary Rog
era Is as much of a mystery as ever. A1
about the location on Broadway where ir
olden times she sold cigars and beamed on
her customers are the tremendous build
lngs of one of the largest cities of the
world.
Across the North River the dense thick
ts of bushes where she met her deatl

hare been cleared away to meet the demandsof a thriving town. The Elysiar
Fields, once New York's chief pleasure resort,are still there, practically neglected,
the haunt of the small boy and the New
York tough. Sibyl's cave, off Castle Foint,
where the body of pretty Mary Rogers was
found floating in the river, is now given
over to a German beer saloon.
Other generations have come and gone,

other lives have been lost along that
gaunt rib of rocks, known as the Palisades,
but no mystery of the river has ever occa-
Bloned th© widespread excitement that attendedthe death of Mary Itogers.
The houses along Broadway fifty-six

years ago In that portion of the thorough-;
fare above Thomas street were small and
unpretentious. Further up they- began to
thin out, and when Bleecker street was
reached you were pretty far uptown. There
were many green fields and gardens betweenBleecker street and the little cigar
store on Broadwav. near Tlnnne
where Mary Rogers worked.
She was employed by the famous tobacco

merchant named John Anderson, who conceivedthe Idea that she would prove a line
attraction for the young bloods of the day
in the sale of cigars.
And she did. The slim-walsted, highheeledgentry of those days flocked to Anderson'sstore and paid the price of a cigar

Just for the privilege of a chat with pretty
Mary. X 2 /
The pretty cigar girl became famous.

Anderson's shop became a lounging place
fn r tho curollo nf tha <-t rr. q Tl

come old resident of New York, tucked
away In some of the side streets, who still
remembers the brown hair and blue eyes
of Mary Rogers. But they must be very
few.
The young girl had admirers by the hundred,but bo far as the cigar store was

concerned she treated them all alike. But
down on Nassau street; where her mother,
a respectable widow, kept a nice boarding
house. It was a different matter.
Although Mary had many admirers, she

had given her heart to but one. This was
Daniel Payne, a young clerk, who boarded
In her mother's house.
Mary's conduct, go far as known, was

r a model of modest decorum,' and her
was apparently as bright and cloudless

m. which sha died.
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Daly Recalls the Case.
)f Mary Rogers teas never solved. In I
ling upon each other's heels so fast ^
tie to conceive the great popular inter- I
his case. It was more than a nine t»
e murder of the beautiful cigar girl £
d for compassion for years after. Ed- j|
Roget was not needed to make the S

certain extent rendered the story of the |
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e not as plentiful then as now, but j|When the girVs body was found in p
f a brutal death and cruel outrage, g
aroused, which only grew deeper as in- I
tcr of the poor girl. This feeling fg
ce teas later found of the desperate |f her honor. There were arrests of 2
o shadow of proof, and one by one they §
he public mind absolute proof of the |
s necessary to prevent summary action. S
n the Elysian Fields, and the spat up |§

j;f blood was done, were visited by morfiveminds of the age were enlisted in ||stcry, but all clews led into darkness, M
fessional, were baffled. i
eld for years to the belief that the veil $
hose who did the terrible work, and all jgjf it, have gone to their reicard, and §j
n the story of the poor cigar girl who pi
auscd a whole nation to cry out for gjan interview with the president of the js
n, member of the Few York Historical rajhe Bar, who was about to enter upon ||me of the tragedy, Judge Charles P. 1
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1 On only one occasion did anything ever
i happen that she could not explain to the
C satisfaction of her friends.

One day she failed to appear at the
stoi;e. Mr. Anderson, her employer, made

> no inquiries, supposing that she would re*turn on the following day and explain her
; absence.

A week passed before she returned.
nr>>«r, »k. i. >>

Due iuiu jjci cujiuuj'er mai sne ua<l
been visiting friends in the country. There1 was a rumor, however, that several times
during her absence Mary had been seen
in company with a tall dark complexioned
man.
Another rumor was to the effect that

this man was a naval officer, belonging to
a foreign war ship in the harbor. The

1 identity of the man, however, has never
been ascertained. If Mary bad mentioned
the name of this man it is possible that
her murderer would have been found.
She seemed more sober and thoughtful

after her return to the store, and her
admirers could not understand her altered
demeanor. A week after her return sho
said one afternoon to her employer:
"Mr. Anderson, I have decided to givo

up my position."
"Why, what is the mattev, Mary?" he

asked; "are yon not satisfied."
"Oh, yes, entirely," she replied, "but the

fact is I.that is (with a little blush), I
am engaged to be married."
And so Mary Rogers went home to her

mother's boarding house to assist in the
general household duties. A few days
afterward her engagement to Daniel Payne,
the clerk, was announced.
Two weeks after beginning her home

life, on the morning of Sunday, July 25,
S841, Mary, after finishing her household
duties, told her mother that she was going
to spend the day with a Mrs. Downing, in
Bleecker street.
"Very well," hei mother replied; "but

be home by bedtime."
"I will, mother," said Mary.
Then she went tripping along the hall

to the door of Payne's room. She knocked
and received a response.
"Daniel," she said, "I am going up to

Aunt Downing's. You may call and bring
me home this evening, if you will."
"All right," said Payne, "I'll be up about

7 o'clock."
Then Mary Rogers, 'leaving Broadway,

wameu across me opt'u, pieasuui iui» auu

green fields toward Bleecker street.
"What happened to the girl on that day

only God and the man who murdered her
may ever lrpow.
During the afternoon there was a tremendousthunderstorm. The rain fell In

torrents. The fields and byways were

flooded.
"I suppose Mary will stay at her aunt's

to-night," said Mrs. Itogers to young Payne
fit thA cnnnpr "Thp wpnthor ie cr»

bad, I think It would be useless for you
to pro up there for her."
"Then I shall not call for her," replied

Payne.
Mary did not come home that nlpjht nor

the nest morning. Payno weut to his
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work, as usual. When afternoon came
Mrs. Rogers became worried. Payne returnedfrom work In the evening and was
apprised of Mary's abseucc.
He went at once to Mrs. Downing's

house. To his surprise ho was Informed
that Mary had not been there at ail.
The police were notified. A sreneral

search was made. A small boy said that
he had seen Mary walking with a "tall,

Lashed and Pi
One hour In the pillory, ten lashes on his

bare back at the whipping post and three
months in the county Jail. That was the
severe penalty Imposed upon James Harris!
In the Court of General Sessions of New-
castle County, Delaware, the other day at
Wilmington after he had entered a plea of
"guilty" to a charge of stealing an umbrellalast February.
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complice In the theft, also answered
"guilty," but her sentence was light.
Women are exempt from punishment at
the pillory and whipping post, but they
are not exempt from imprisonment. Mrs.
Harris's part in the great crime brought a
sentence of one dry upon her. She was
taken over to Newcastle on Thursday
afternoon and liberated on Friday. Saturdaymorning sh^ went into the jail yard
nn.l'lnnl-pd nt Har hn«h(tnH ita ha

the pillory. £ tew hours later she saw
the heavy ;at-o-nine-ttails fall with a
"crack"' ten times upon his bare shoulders <

and back. When the last lash had been
plied she burst into tears. Then she went
to him and kissed him an affectionate <
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dark man" on Sanday morning near
Bleecker street. Again the "tall, dark
man," Mephisto or Satan.
The disappearance of Mary Rogers becamethe sensation of the liour. Sneers

were uttered; unkind words were spoken.
"I told you fO«" said the ruanv: "she is n

good girl, and something has happened
to her," said the few.
So It went until Wednesday.

Toried for Stealinc
"farewell." Harris after his whipping was
placed in a cell with another prisoner and
there he will stay until the first cool
breezes of September.
The crime for which Harris must pay

this severe penalty was committed in February.Harris Is an umbrella mender by
trade. He was walking down Seventh
street one night In the early part of February,just at a time when the members of
the Eighth Ward Republican League were

preparing a reception in the club rooms.
His wife was with him. He walked Into
the hallway to see what was going on. No
one was in the hallway, but three umbrellaswere. He could not.so he admitted
In court.resist the temptation to take one
of them.
"Things had been dull with me that

lay," he said, "and I thought I could take
the umbrella and make a few cents on it.
3o I just picked the umbrella up and hand

(1it to mv wifo who stnnii olitai'lo "

But just as he handed the umbrella to
Ills wife Charles Higgin appeared and
yiught him. |
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iOn that day some fl*hcrmcn. trailifig
their nets off Castle Hoboken,
made a ghastly catch. It was the body
of Mary Rogers.
It was found not far out from a re!froshment saloon known as "'Sibyl's Cave."

Tho h(J,. ' '
-« MV. ^rvrv*j v» uo » ci'jr iUUfU UlSIl^ J Tt'U. i Dt*
face was bruised as with a heavy instru-
merit. A stout cord was fastened around

I the waist, to which a heavy stone had

3 an Um6reffa,
The umbrella chanced to belong to Hlggin,and he promptly sent for an officer,

who took both Harris and his wife to the
station. When arraigned before Judge
Tfoll In f V. . /-I i TT 1

cue ^AUiai^j.jju.1 i_/vuri, nuins y*eau-
ed for mercy on tlie ground that he was a

poor man and needed money to support his
family. The Judge, however, showed no

mercy. He held him in $500 bail for the
Upper Court. Harris was unable to producebail, and both he and his wife went

fToll Tl,o»o tk»..

until their ease was taken up week before
last.
In addition to the punishment at the post

and pillory Harris will practically serve a

sentence of six months while his wife has
already served three mouths for complicity,
And all for the simple theft of an umbrella.To New Yorkers the case of Harris
may seem extraordinary, but it is not so

to Delawareans. The people of Delaware
hold to the whipping post because they be-1
lieve the fear of it keeps many criminals
out of the State. Men have been whipped
at the post in Newcastle with forty kuhes
for the theft of a hog.

been attached.
There was a piece of lace tied tightly

around her throat. It had been torn from
her frock and so tightly had It been fastenedthat It was buried in the flesh. There
were marks of cords in her wrists. There
were light-colored kid gloves on the hands.
Her pretty bonnet still hung by its pink
ribbons around her neck. Her clothing
had been dreadfully torn.
There was a vast amount of amazement,

sorrow and speculation. The police were
helpless. They could not find a clew. A
rew days afterward an anonymous letter
was received by the authorities, in which
it was stated that the writer had seen
on Sunday afternoon, from the New Jerseyside of the Hudson, a boat pulling
out from the New York shore containing
six men and a well-dressed girl.
On their approach he recognized the

girl as Mary Rogers. The men were
rough lookiDg. The girl was apparently
not under duress, as she laughed and
talked with her companions. They strolled
slowly into the wood3.
Hardly had they disappeared when the

writer noticed another hoat approaching.
It contained three well-dressed men. One
of them went ashore, where he met two
other gentlemen on the lirach, and excitedly
asked them if they had seen a young womanland from a boat a few minutes before.
He whs told of the landing of the boat and
the disappearance of the girl in the woods.
He asked if she went with them willingiy,
and was told that she had.
The stranger appeared satisfied and, steppinginto the boat with his companions, returnedto New York.
Although the writer of this letter was not

known, its contents were corroborated. It
wtts published In the newspapers, and on
the following day the two gentlemen who
had been walking on the beach came forwardand testified as co its truth. They
were not sure, however, that the girl who
landed from the boat was Mary Rogers.
A few weeks iift«»r-nrnr<1 n otiTn

named Adams came forward and testified
that he had seen Mary on that fatal SunSaywalk out of the Bulls ferry In Hoboken,accompanied by a "tall, dark man,"
She went with him to "Nick Mullen's"
roadhouse.
Mrs. Loss, who kept the house, said that

a couple of that description had come to
her house on Sunday, and after partaking
of soime refreshments had gone again

1

n&l

Into the woods. Soon afterward she heard
a woman scream, but as such sounds were
of frequent occurrence she paid no attentionto It.
With this evidence the police arrived at

the end of their tether.

Steam Turbines tfi
Engir

The steam turbine, which Is rapidly beingdeveloped both here and in Europe, Is
the engine of the future. This mhehine, it
is claimed, is destined to take the place of
our present steam engines, over which It
lias already demonstrated Its superiority.
A torpedo boat fitted with a steam turbinein place of an engine a few days since

broke all records for speed in England, her
propeller whirling at the amazing rate of
J,400 revolutions per minute. In this city
i steam turbine set up in the power house
of the Edioon Eleetric Illuminating Company,on East Twelfth street, bas developedthe incredible speed of 9,000 revolu:ionsper minute.
The steam turbine is so small that it oc-

cupies less than a twentieth part of the
space of an engine capable of developing
equal power, while Its parts are few and
simple. It is In this saving of room, as
well as in reduced initial cost, that Itsgreatesteconomy lies.
It is claimed that a steam turbine not

much bigger than a piano could drive the
Campania across the ocean. This would
effect an enormous saving of room In the
most valuable part of the ship, while all
of the costly and delicate machinery that
now goes to make np the Campania's engineswould be disnenspd with Sr> r<ii

extra turbines could be carried in the ship,
and In case one should break down these
could be easily fitted Into place.
In locomotives it is claimed the turbine

can be made to replace the present eylln
ders and pistons, and that an engine fitted
in this way can break all records for speed,
A steam engine of the ordinary kind that
would be started at anything like the rate
of a steam turbine would shatter Itself all
to pieces before It reached a quarter of
the velocity at which turbines can be run
with safety.
Steam turbines require all of the boiler*

that supply the engines of the present day.
and they consume an equal quantity of
steam, but it Is claimed that with the Improvementsthat are now being made In
them a great saving can be effected in this
respect. The steam engines of the presentday are nearly all built upon the prin-
cipie 01 multiplying speeu wnne uecreasingpower. The steam turbine is built upon
ilireetly opposite principles. It Is so geared
as to decrease its speed while increasing
the power.
The fastest part of the machine and its

only novel featuje is the wheel that takes

jower from jets ef steam. The turbine

Almost two months afterward, however,
the two little children of Mrs. Loss, playingin the woods near "Nick Mullen's" roadhouse,ran upon what was undoubtedly the
spot where Mary Rogers met her death.
On every hand there were signs of a struggle.The ground was trampled and torn in
spite of wind and weather.
There was a white petticoat, a parasol, a

silk scarf and a linen handkerchief marked
"M. R." Leading away from this point
there was a broken track leading in the
direction of the river, as though a heavy
uuui imu iwfu uraggeu mrougn tne Bushes.
This is all that was ever learned of the
murder.
Frederick Ridabock, the old vrhlte-halred

man who died at No. 117 "West Thirteenth
street a few days ago, was one of the two
gentlemen walking on the Hoboken beach
when the six men landed with the unknown

fH I- l
It seems probable, however, that this girl

was not Mary Rogers. The most reasonable
supposition to be deduced from all the evidenceis this: A secret love story on the
part of Mary Rogers. The arrival of a tall,
dark naval officer at John Anderson's cigar
store, married, perhaps, and an aecom-
pasted roue.

An easy acquaintance, glittering tales of'
wealth and of foreign lands, a flattering
tongue and an easy conquest. He persuaded
her not to tell of his attentions or even to
reveal his Identity.
Nevertheless there is a practical certainty

that Mary's mother knew something of this
"tall, dark man."
Perhaps he flattered Mary with an offer

of marriage. Perhaps, wifh the connivance
of Mrs. Rogers, Mary on the occasion of her
first brief absence, was at her aunt's house,
and visited by the

t "gentleman" who had
ensnared her.
Once sworn to secrecy, Mary vras true.

When she left her mother's louse on the
Sunday she was killed sho met the "tall,
dark man" and went wi# him to Hoboken,
expecting to be back ir. ample time to meet
the good young man, Daniel Payne, at hoc
aunt's house.
This is the most reasonable hypothesis

that can be woven around the mysterious
death of Mary Rogers.
Soon after thedeath of Mary Daniel Payne

committed suicide on the same spot where
she had died so strangely. His mind had
been affected by the death of his betrothed.
Somewhere in the world there is a grave

- »

containing the body of a "tail, dark mac."
And in eoris to dome, when the last trumpetblows and the world gives np its dead,
the ghost of the "tail, dark man" may walk
abroad and tell what i^ knows of the death
of Mary Rogers, "the pretty cigar girl."

6 ll II*
les of the Future, i
consists of a disk with backets along its
edge, delicately balanced in a str.m chest.
u.iug jut, in suuui uireci iroin t;:e
ers empty into this chest facing the place
where the buckets revolve. The impact of
the steam upon the bucket;; or Ccngi s of
the wheel is sufficient to drive it a:\Jiind.
Thus it is claimed t!;at the utmost force

of the steam is utilized, as It is communicateddirect from the boilers to tie 'hnft
Instead of going through the complicated
mechanism of the present steam engines,
where the power is obtained more from the
elasticity of the steam than from its Impulsiveforce. Inside of the steam chest
containing the turbine wheel there ere
eight jets of steam around the edge, each
hitting the rapidly revolving buckets with
its own ioree ns tnoy come in front of it.

In this way an almost incredible speed,
ig developed. The wheel inside the steam
chest flies faster than the fastest electric
fan. Then 011 the outside of the -Steam chest
is a set of large and small wheels geared
together so as to reduce the speed and increasethe power. ^
The two turbine discs at the power

house of the Edison company in this city Wm
run at the rate of 9,000 revolutions per
minute, while the dynamos which they
operate make but 750 revolutions. These
machines have 300 horse power each, and
only occupy a space 159 inches long, 78
inches wide and 51 inches deep. They are
operated with a steam pressure of 145
pounds to the square inch and a vacuum
or in mcnes, ana the sveam consumption,
operating condensing, has not been over
eighteen pounds per brake horse-power
hour. The turbine disc has a diameter of
20y2 inches.
These two turbines 'n the power house

of the Edison company are the only 6teem
turbines now in commercial use in this
country. They were built by the Maison
Breguet, of Paris, for the Soclete de Laval,and are the Invention of a Swedish
engineer.
Tho TEncHah fnT>v.!n/v .-

0..w» >y tiiuu wasrecentlytested outside the river Tj-nc Is the
invention of Charles A. Farsons, brother of
Lord Rosse, and gives promise of even
more sensational performances.
The speed attained b.v this boat on her

Initial trip Is greatly in excess of anything
that lias been previously accomplished 1
a vessel of such small dimensions. I
nearly approaches the maximum limit o.
speed so far attained by the largest torpedo
boat destroyers, which have more than
twice her length and about six times her
displacement.


